LAR + 艾青 : Ai Weiwei + Ai Qing: “Without 
movement there is no Life...We should use our 
energy to the fullest.” 
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The retrospective exhibition Ai Weiwei: According to What? opens today at the Art Gallery of Ontario in 


Toronto, Canada. Ai Weiwei (born 1957) is China's most famous — or infamous — depending on your 


weltanschauung — contemporary artist. Currently without a passport and not permitted to leave China, Ai 
Weiwei has, with a team of energetic workers, fashioned bold sculptures from humble stools, bicycles, 


firewood, compacted tea leaves — even rusty lengths of rebar. 


“Straight” consists of several thousand sections of rebar salvaged — then straightened out — from 2008 
earthquake rubble of collapsed buildings that killed 5000 schoolchildren — a horrific event — combined with 
shoddy “tofu” architecture — that Chinese authorities tried to downplay but which Ai Weiwei sought to 


memorialize. David Jager, in the August 150 issue of Toronto's NOW magazine, writes: “Every element of 


the sculpture, from process to material to final form [ an undulating moraine with a rift through it] expresses 
Ais deep desire to reshape a hopelessly corrupt and tangled situation. Knowing that the bodies of the 
earthquake victims were once trapped within the sculptural material makes as visceral an impact as seeing 


a pile of shoes from Auschwitz. This is what art is supposed to do.” 


Whether he is letting drop and smash a Han dynasty urn, or starring, with shaved head and red rosebud 
lips, in the “music video” Dumbass — about his 2011 jail experience — Ai Weiwei provokes us and respects 


our intelligence. 


Ai Qing (pen name of Jiang Haicheng, 1910-1996) was Ai Weiwei’s father, and a notable poet of the Mao 
Zedong era in China. In his early 20s Ai Qing was imprisoned for two years for opposing the Kuomintang; 
in 1957 he was sent to a hard-labour camp for criticizing his government in print; he spent the next 
twenty-plus years emptying latrines and so forth as part of his “mental correction” for Wrong Thought under 


Mao. We feature here a selection of Ai Qing’s poems... 


“Wall” 


A wallis like a knife 


It slices a city in half 


One half is on the east 


The other half is on the west 


How tall is this wall? 


How thick is it? 


How long is it? 


Even if it were taller, thicker and longer 


It couldn't be as tall, as thick and as long 


As China’s Great Wall 


It is only a vestige of history 


A nation’s wound 


Nobody likes this wall 


Three metres tall is nothing 


Fifty centimetres thick is nothing 


Forty-five kilometres long is nothing 


Even a thousand times taller 


Even a thousand times thicker 


Even a thousand times longer 


How could it block out 


The clouds, wind, rain, and sunshine of the heavens? 


And how could it block out 


The currents of water and air? 


And how could it block out 


A billion people 


Whose thoughts are freer than the wind? 


Whose will is more entrenched than the earth? 


Whose wishes are more infinite than time? 


(1979) 


bet 


一 堵 墙 , 像 一 把 刀 
把 一 个 城市 切 成 两 片 
一 半 在 东方 
一 半 在 证 广 


HAZET? 

有 多 厚 ? 

”有 多 长 ? 

Be BK 

tH, AY BE Le E 
更 高 、 更 厚 、 更 长 

它 也 只 是 历史 的 陈 迹 
民族 的 创伤 
ERA 


三 米 高 算得 了 什么 

五 十 三 米 厚 算得 了 从 人 么 
四 十 五 公里 长 算得 了 什么 
再 高 一 千 售 

BR 4a 


BK-T 
又 怎 能 阻挡 
天 上 的 云彩 、 风 、 雨 和 阳光 ? 


te ae 
AER AER 


又 怎 能 诅 挡 
流动 的 水 和 空气 ? 


又 怎 能 阻挡 
FETAN 
KAEH HARA? 
比 土 地 更 深厚 的 意志 ? 
比 时 间 更 滥 长 的 愿望 ? 


The wind and air 


Tell their distance apart. 


But beneath the cover of earth 


Their roots reach out 


And at depths that cannot be seen 


The roots of the trees intertwine. 


(1940) 


RR A 
CHA AAT a ， 
CELGA E 
告诉 着 LLL 


但 是 在 泥 二 EEE 3 
EUR RKB 


在 看 不 见 的 深 处 O O Sa 


它们 把 根 须 纠缠 在 一 起 


“Fish Fossil” 


With such agility in your movements, 
Such buoyancy in your strength, 
You leapt in the foam 


And swam in the sea 


Unfortunately, a volcano’s eruption 


Or perhaps an earthquake 


Cost you your freedom 


And buried you in the silt. 


After millions of years 


Members of a geological team 


Found you in a layer of rock 


And you still look alive. 


But you are now silent, 


Without even a sigh. 


Your scales and fins are whole 


But you cannot move. 


So absolutely motionless, 


You have no reaction to the world. 


You cannot see the water or the sky, 


You cannot hear the sound of the waves. 


Gazing at this fossil, 


Even a fool can learn a lot: 


Without movement 


There is no life. 


To live is to struggle 


And advance in the struggle; 


Even if death is not at our doorstep, 


We should use our energy to the fullest. 


£4 


BEB ATER, 
精力 多 么 旺盛 ， 
在 浪花 里 跳跃， 
在 大 海里 浮沉 ; 


AiR Z| XK LR, 
也 可 能 是 地 震 ， 
你 失去 了 自由 ， 
HHT RA; 


过 了 多 少 忆 年 ， 
HH, Jt Ba TRA , 
在 岩层 里 发 现 你 ， 
依然 棚 机 如 生 。 


但 你 是 沉默 的 ， 
HR AMIR, 
鳞 和 各 鳍 者 完整 ， 
却 不 能 动弹 ; 


A 


你 绝对 的 静止 ， 

对 外 和 界 毫 无 反应 ， 
看 不 见 天 和 水 ， 

Or AR UR AE TO. 


凝视 着 一 片 化 五 ， 
傻瓜 也 得 到 教训 
离开 了 运动 ， 
就 没有 生命 。 


活着 就 要 斗争 ， 
在 斗争 中 前 进 ， 
即使 死亡 ， 

能 量 也 要 发 挥 干净 。 


Originally your shadow 


Yet always in front of you 


As formless as light 


As restless as wind 


Between you and her 


She keeps her distance always 


Like flying birds outside the window 


Like floating clouds in the sky 


Like butterflies by the river 


She is sly and lovely 


When you rise, she flies away 


You ignore her, and she nudges you 


She is always with you 


To your dying breath. 


梦 的 朋友 
4] FAY ee HR 


原 是 自己 的 影子 
却 老 走 在 你 前 面 


像 光一 祥 无 形 
像 风 一 样 不 安定 


她 和 你 之 浆 
始终 有 距离 


像 窗 外 的 飞 乌 
像 天 上 上 的 流 云 


像 河 边 的 蝴蝶 
BL FR Te Fe 


你 上 去 ,她 就 飞 
ACTA JAN 
A O 
一 直到 你 终止 呼吸 。 


SA PA AA eee ee A -e SS CIS. eS ee a a a 
R . < > 


` + 

一 一 一 一 一 一 一 一 一 
- j i i 
ee eee e 


“Coal’s Reply” 


Where do you live? 


| live in ten thousand years of steep mountain 


| live in ten thousand years of crag-rock 


And your age? 


My age is greater than the mountain’s 


Greater than the crag-rock’s 


How long have you been silenced? 


Since the dinosaurs governed the earth 


Since the earth felt its first tremor 


Have you perished in this deep rancour and bitterness? 


Death? No, no, I’m still alive 


Please, give me a light, give me a light. 


(1937) 


煤 的 对 话 


—A—Y R. 
EERE? 


我 住 在 万 年 的 深山 里 
REE EN SB 


你 的 年 纪 一 一 


我 的 年 纪 比 山 的 更 大 
th GA SK 


HE BAT A EAR RR H? 


DB BIG TARA ER 
从 地壳 第 一 次 震动 的 年 代 


你 已 死 在 过 深 的 吃 愤 里 了 么 ? 


HI 不 ,不 ,我 还 活着 -一 一 
请 给 我 以 火 , 给 我 以 火 ! 


Translations from the Chinese: Chen Eoyang, Peng Wenlan, and Marilyn Chin 


